Josephine Gives a Dinner-Party
Lucien's old home in the rue St. Dominique, and in
some style, with her ladies of honor, not so much be-
cause she relished it, but too much simplicity might reflect
on the family and particularly on the generosity of her
son.
He found her in her usual place, in a high-backed
chair, looking something of her fifty-nine years, but very
striking. Mile, de Launey, their old Corsican visitor, was
reading to her and Pauline, who played the pretty in-
valid on an ottoman, from which, however, she now jumped
up, since even favorite sisters must do honor to imperial
brothers.
He was still chafing from his interview with Talley-
rand, and for an outlet or as a gentle diversion for his
mother, or perhaps again from sheer perversity, plunged
at once into a description of his latest battles in Spain.
"It was glorious, signora," he said, relapsing into the
old affectionate form of salutation. "I have never seen
men fight better than my Polish legions. They were at
the foot of a hill called Somosierra. I ordered it taken
by a French commander who shall be jailed.
" 'It is impossible, sire,5 says this Pire. Voila! I turn
to the Polish Lancers. 'Carry that position!3 And the
brave Kozietulski; 'Forward, trot. Vive VEinpereurT
"The toll of the brave fellows was heavy. After they
took the hill, Berthier galloped up and found, so he told
me, one officer surviving. *I am dying,* says this intrepid
one. 'But there are the guns. Tell the emperor that we
took them!5
"I rode back to the remnant of the Lancers. 'You are
the bravest of the brave,' I cried. And one and all they
shouted, 'Ave, CcesarT "
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